THE    GREEN    EDGE    OF   ASIA

to other positions, equally incredible, in which to eat,
sleep, not move, but have their being. Extending for
six yards on either side of this home is the bare mud
in its unmitigated stench. Then its surface is inter-
rupted, to the right and to the left, by another
home like the first, and six yards beyond that, to the
right and to the left, by another, and then another,
and another, till the Creek bends.

Forget. Come back over the bridge, into the Settle-
ment, into civilization. Leave the Creek, and its
"S.M.C. Ordure Loading Stations," where stand the
empty tuns; leave the draggled story-teller with his
audience on the wharf; leave the cookshops, with
their sizzling messes and fragrant smells and the stray
cat sitting in the frying-pan; leave the open-fronted
rest-houses preparing for the night, with their tiers of
bug-ridden bunks, the nearest not ten feet from the
blaring street and going to the first-comer for one-
third of a penny or more the night; leave the squalor
and hopelessness and hunger. Get away down the
Thibet Road that looks like a listing ship, one side low
in the water, with single-storied Chinese shops, the
other a rampart of six, 'seven, and eight tiers.

Forget. Fix your eyes on these glittering fafades:
they are the brand new emporia and the moving
picture theatres, erected, if one may borrow a phrase
from the South Manchuria Railway Company, in
"the modern American Renaissance style."